The Chronicle H'tflork 

Now if his caufc be bad,t think it will be a greeuous matter 

(tohiuji 

King. Why fo you may (ay jif a man fend his fcruaat 
AsFa&or into another Countrey, 

Andhe by any meancs milcarry, 

Y ou may fay the bufinefle of the raaifter. 

Was the author of his feruants misfortune. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any leaud aftion,y ou may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mailer is not to anfwei e for his (eruants. 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubieft s ? 

For they purpolc not t heir deaths , w he they crauc their fer= 
Some there are that haue the gift of premeditated (uiccs: 

Murder on them: 

Others the broken fealc of Forgery,® beguiling may dent. 
No w if thefc out Hr ip the lawe. 

Yet they cannot efcape Gods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadel.War is Gods vengeance: 

Euery mans foruicc is the kings: 

But euery mans foule is his owne. . 

Xherforc I would haue eticry fouldicr examine hitnfclfej 
And walh euery moath out of his confciencc: 

That in (b doing,he may be the readier for death: 

Or not dying, why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

3 .Lord, Yfaith hefaiestrue: 

Euery mans fault on his owne head, 

I would not haue the king anfwere for me. 

Yet I intend to fight luflily for him. , 

King. Well, I heard the king, he wold notbe ranioflWe. 
1 . L, I he faid fo,to make vs fight: 

But when our throates be cut, he may be ranlbmde, 

And we neuer the wifer. , . 

Kmg. if I hue to fee that, He neuer truft Ins word agatne. 



tf Henry the f 'ft. 

4> S 0 1 Mas youlc pay him then, tis a great difpletfure 
That an elder gun, can do againft a cannon. 

Or a fubieft againft a raonarke. 

Youlc nere take his word again , your a nafte goc. 

King* Y our reproofe is fome what too bitter; 

Were it not at this time 1 could be angry. 

2 . Sol* Why letit be a quarrellif thou wilt. 

King* How (hall I know thee ? 
a Sol. Here is my gloue, which if cuer I fee in thy hat, 
lie challenge thee,and ftrike thee. 

Kin. Here is ltkewifc another of mine, 

And allure thee ile weare it. 

2, So/. Thoudar’ftaswellbchangd. 

3.S«/. Beftiends youfooics, 

We haue French quarrels anow ifl hand: 

Wchaue no need of Englilh breylesi 
Kin. Tis no treafon to cut French crownes,' 

For to morrow the king himfelfe wil be a clipper. 

Exit the fottlmru 

Enter the KingjCjlafler, Epingnnt/tnd 
CittemUntt. 

, K. O God of battels fteele my fouldiers ham. 

Take Irom them now the fence ofrekeoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them. 
May not appall their courage. 

0 nor to day, not to day 6 God, . 

Thinke on the fault my father made, 

Incompafling the crowne. 

1 Orchards bodie haue interred new. 

And on it hath beftowd more contrite teares. 

Then from it ifliicd forced drops of blood: 

A hundred men haue 1 in yearly pay, 
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